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fctuc you Madam, your Graces arc right welcome* 

, 6ntef Ke»t,mdStmard. 

Stewar4.Good cuen to thee friend, art of the houfe ? 

Kent.\. 

Steward,'^\itxt may we fet our horfes ? 
the mire, 

5ffB».Ptethee if thou louc me,tell me* 

Kent^ louc thee' not, 

5tw,Why then I care not for thee, 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lifshury pinfold, I would make thee care 
forme. 

5/e»».Why doft thou vfe methusP.I know thee not. 
Xwt.Fellow 1 know thee, 

5fcw.What doft thou know me for i 
Kent. A knaue, a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a bafe, 
proud.fhalloWjbeggerly, three flicwtcd hundred pound, filthy 
worfted-ftocken knaue, a lilly liuer’d aftion taking knaue, a 
whorefon glaffe-gazing fuperfinicall rogue, one trunke inheri- 
ting flauc,onc that would’ftbc a baud in way of good fetuicej& 
art nothing but the compofition ofaknaue,bcgger, coward, 
pander, and the fonne and heirc ofamungrell bitch,whomI will 
beatc into clamorous whining, if thou deny the leaft fillablc of 
the addition. 

What a monftrous fellow art thon, thus to raile on one 
that’s neither knownc of thee, nor knowes thee. 

Xewf.What a brazen fac’ft varlet art thou,to deny thou know- 
eft me, isittwodaies agoe fined beatc thee, andtript vpthy 
heeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it benight 
the Moon (bines, ile make a fop of the Moonc-lhine a'you,draW 
you whorefon cullyonly barbcr-munger,draw. 

Stew. Away, I haue nothing to do with thee, . i 
JCe>«t,Draw you rafcall, you bring Letters againft the King, & 
take Vanity the puppets part, againfi the royalty of her father, 
draw you rogue, or ile fo carbonado youi Ihankes, draw you raf- 
call, come your wayes. 

to.Hclpe, ho,murther, heipc. 

Kent, 



The Vtiftory if King Lear, 

Kent* Strike you flaue^ ftand rogue, ftand you neate a e, 
ftrike, . , i 

to.Hclpc,ho,murthcr,hclpc, 

Enter Edmund with his Rapier drawne, Clocefier, the 
Dnkfand Duteheffe, 

^ 4 /?.Hownow,whai’s the matter? .inn. 

With you goodman boy,.and you plcafc comc,ilc flealh 

Vou.comeonyongmafter, 

Wcapons,aimes, what’s the matter here . 

C^i^'-Keepe peace vpon your liucs,he dies that ftrikes againc, 

what’s the matter? , , „• 

j?f^.The meffengers from our fitter, and the King. 

What’s your difFercnce,fpcake ? 

StewA am fcarfe in breath my Lord. 

Kiwf.No maruailc you haue fo beftir d your valour, you co- 
wardly rafcall,nature difclaimes in ihee,a Taylor made thee. 
Thou art afirangc fcllow.aTaylour make a man. 

Kent. I, ataylour fir, a Stone-cutter, oraPainter could iwt 

haue made him lb ill, though he had bene but two bourcs at the 
trade. 

G/«;?.Speakc yet,how grew your quarrell ? 

5reji».This ancient ruffian fir, whole life I haue fpar d at futc 
of his gray-beard. 

Jfwr.Tbou whorefon Zed,thou vnnecelTary letter, my Lord 
if you will giue me leaue,I will tread this vnboulted villaine in- 
to morter, and daube the wals of a laques with him ; fpare niy 
gray-beard you wagtailc? 

Dnke.Vcice fir, you beaftiy knaue you haue no rcuercnccw 
Kent, Yes fir,but anger has a priuiledge. 

X)«%.Why art thoB^ngry ? 

X-Kf .That fueba flaue as this ftiould weare a fword. 

That weares no boriefty^fuch fmiling rogues as thefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordes intwaine, 

Vl/hich are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth cuery paflloH 
That in the natures of their Lords reb ell , 
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